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you. But he spoke to you of Sully-Prudhomme, and he spoke to me of
the Academy..."

He fell silent for a while.

"That's the wa$r it goes," he added. "It's a question of blood to the
lobes of the brain, or something of which we yet know but little,"

"Professor," said Simon, hesitatingly, "do you know, have you met,
Madame fiterlin? How could I get her address?"

"Indeed, yes, that is a very delicate thought of yours/1 replied
Lartois, "Yes, I shall go and visit her myself. Poor tiling. Did he
speak of her? Her address, wait a moment."

He took out his engagement book.

** Twelve Rue Tissandre, at Boulogne-sur-Seine, Goodbye, my dear
fellow; we shall undoubtedly meet again.1*

" I shall be very happy to do so, Professor/* said Simon sincerely.

Soon afterwards Madame Polant arrived, alerted by her sure
instinct for catastrophe. She was a little woman, her skin still unlmed,
who had not been very happy in her marriage. She wore an ok! hat4
and a boa of black rabbit over her coat. A small tuft of hairs, growing
from a wart, flourished on the lower part of her right cheek, Her
habit of frequenting of sacristies and the houses of the bereaved had
kept her complexion deceptively fresh, while her clothes retained a
smell of tapers.

She acted as occasional secretary to the La Monnerie family and
when OJae of them asked: "How old is Polant now?**, the reply was
always in the form of a calculation: "Let's see now, she first came to
us in '92..." Polant invariably appeared at times of mourning.

She had barely gone half-way upstairs before her handkerchief was
to her eyes. She made gestures of grief to those present, fell into prayer
beside the bed with many genuflexions and tremblings of lip, rose to
embrace Isabelle who called her "my poor Polant'*; then, hastily
drying her tears, she started immediately on her necrophilic labours,

She could not forgive herself for having arrived too late, Ikying
out corpses was part of her stock-in-trade. She thought she might make
up for it by beautifying the corpse. In a low voice, though not without
pride, she asserted; "I know how to shave the dead.**

Under the pretext of taking charge of everything and leaving the
relations of the deceased to their sorrow, she began by drawing the
brothers into a corner and starting on a long whispered conversation.
Old Urbain and the General listened, pursed their lips and from time
to time nodded acquiescence. The lying-in-state must take place in
the big drawing-room, the corf^e dressed in the uniform of the
Academy. Madame Polant woula go in the morning to register the
death at the Maine, Clearly Ac Comtesse must not be bothered with
such things, nor poor Mademoiselle Isabelle. Madame Polant would also
take charge of the funeral arrangements. She had an understanding